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' Thanksgiving morning Daddy asked: 

' “Why are you thankful, Son? 

Now think, and give an answer true; 

Of all the gifts God gives to you, 
Which is the greatest one?” 


And then I thought, and thought. and 
thought, 


Because I| wished to say bs 


With all my heart my cause for thanks 
On this Thanksgiving day. 
And finally I said to him: 
“For Mother, you, and Brother Jim.” 
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Then Daddy smiled, and said to me: 
“Your one great gift is made of three!" 
“But love is one,” my mother said, 


Which made me laugh and nod my head. 


Next, Daddy said to Brother Jim: 
“Now, Jim, we'll hear you tell 

Your greatest cause for thanks today, 

Your greatest good in every way; 


Please think it over well.” 
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t “Why, let me see,” said Brother Jim, 
7 As he laid down his book. 

He waved at me: “For hin, | guess, 
' He said with solemn look, 

f And then he winked one eye at me, 


Which made me happy as can be. 


ot 


Said Daddy: “No cause may you find, 
In years to come to change your mind.” 
Said Mother, giving each a kiss: 

“The years but strengthen love like this.” 
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Then Brother Jim to Daddy said: 


“You've lands, and wealth in banks. 


With which you good to others do, 
Who gratefully give praise to you, 
So why should you give thanks?” 


Our daddy's face grew kinder still: 
“My cause for thanks, my boy, 
Is mostly that I've found the way 
To giving others joy.” 
And at these words, my spaniel, Dee. 


Put up his paws on Daddy's knee. 
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“We reap the loving deeds we sow, 
Our mother said, with eyes aglow: 
“No wonder dogs are fond of him,” 


She said to me and Brother Jim. 


“Well, Mother,” playfully said Jim, 


Please speak that we may hear 


i 


The reason for your thankful heart. 


For joy and praise upon your part. 


One certain day each year. 
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Then Mother gavea tender look H p 
To Jim, her eldest child; - | 
In answer to his saucy quiz, 


Her words came sweet and mild: 
“The joy that makes my whole year glad, : 
Is that I have your love, my lad.” f 


At that, Jim kissed her on the cheek, ; 
But to me only did he speak: 


“Come, youngster, let's get out of doors; 


It's time for us to do our chores.” 
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PETER AND THE WHALE 


AAGNES DEERING Moore 


“Peter! O Peter! O-o-o-o Pe-eter. Come here this minute. 
You must put on fresh clothing. We are going to the library, you 
know.” 

“‘Aw, must I>” wailed Peter. “Aw, Mother, please don’t make 
me go to that stuffy old place. I’d heaps rather stay home and play 
with Jimmy and the rest of the boys. Please.” 

“No, Peter, you must come with me this time. If you like, you 
may go down to the museum while I am reading. You probably will 
find something down there to amuse you. At any rate you must come.” 

“Oh, all right—in just a minute.” And Peter reluctantly trudged 
toward the house. 

When they got to the library, Peter’s mother took him to the 
museum and left him. 

“T shan’t be gone long,” she said, “and whatever you do, don’t 
touch anything.” 

“T won’t. There’s nothing here to touch, anyway,” added Peter 
sulkily. ‘Gee! I wish something would happen. Well, I s’pose | 
might as well walk around a bit. There’s no use in just sitting still.”’ 
Peter was rather fond of talking to himself and making believe that 
there was somebody with him. 

“Well, if there isn’t a jolly old whale. I wish it were alive, so it 
could talk to me and tell me a story about itself. I s’pose there’s no 
use wishing for Puck.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” piped a shrill little voice that seemed to come 
from inside the whale. ‘‘Perhaps if you wished hard enough, and—”’ 

“Why, Puck,” exclaimed Peter delightedly, “I haven’t seen 
you for ever so long. I thought you’d forgotten all about me.” 

“Oh, no, indeed I hadn’t. But you seemed to be getting along 
very well without me and I have had such a lot to do lately. Now 
that I’m here, I’m at your service. What will you have?” 

““Well—well, I was just wishing that I knew something about 
this whale. I knew there was no use wishing that it could talk, ’cause 
its all dead and bony. But if you’d please tell me about it I should be 
very much obliged.” 

“Why, to be sure I'll tell you about it. What do you want to 
know first.” 
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“Begin at the begin—why, what was that?” broke off Peter, 


“1 was just wishing that I knew something about this whale.” 


suddenly. ‘““Wasn’t that an awful noise? What do you s’pose it | 
was?” 
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“Oh, that? What do you think it was?” 

“It sounded like—like bones rattling.” 

“Tt is bones, young sir, whale bones,” rumbled a deep hollow 
voice. “And what you see are whale bones. But | think I heard you 
say that I am a whale, though how you knew is more than I can guess. 
I suppose that you aren’t in the habit of seeing us every day. Eh, 
Puck >” 

“T saw a picture of you in a book,” replied Peter quickly. 

“Oh, that’s the way of it, is it? Quite right. Quite right. But 
even if you have seen the picture of one, I'll bet you don’t know any- 
thing about us. Now do you?” 

“No, but Puck promised to tell me, didn’t you Puck >” 

“Yes, but I think I shall leave you and let Walter Whale tell 
you about himself, as I am so very busy. Good-by. Tell him all 
you know, Walter,” and off scampered Puck, leaving Peter listening 
attentively to what Walter Whale had to say. 

“Well, young fellow, I suppose I might as well begin by telling 
you my name, which is Walter Baleena Mysticetus.”” 

“But I thought you were a whale,” objected Peter. 

“So I am. Now you just listen and don’t interrupt any more and 
I'll tell you about myself. You see, whale is the name by which people 
know us; that is all. Perhaps you’d be interested to know that there are 
two kinds of whales: the true whales, which are those that have no 
teeth, and the animals that are merely called whales. They are called 
Denticete, and include dolphins, narwhals, porpoises, and others that I 
shan’t bother to name. 

““They all have a few teeth. Among them is the sperm whale. 
It is the most important of this group and can be found in the seas 
where the water is warm. ‘The males are not more than sixty feet 
long and the females are even smaller than that. They have very 
large heads, which are nearly one third their length and weigh quite 
half as much as the whole whale. They are really very pretty crea- 
tures, being a dark gray in color. 

“But we Mysticete, as I told you before, are the real whales. 
Why, some of us are ninety feet long and weigh nearly seventy tons. 
My species, however, grows only to a length of sixty or seventy feet. 
But you should see our tails. They are five or six feet long and from 
twenty to twenty-five feet wide. We live away up north among the 
icebergs, where it is cold. 

““But you should see our young children. The little dears are 
quite tiny creatures at first and are only from ten to fourteen feet long. 
Never shall I forget my own darling children. Oh, I was so fond of 
them. I dare say I was quite as fond of them as your mother is of you.” 
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“I suppose you can swim extremely fast with such large tails,” 
said Peter. 

“Oh, we usually swim from four to five miles an hour. Of course 
we can swim faster when we wish. But our tails are powerful. Why, 
we can destroy a large boat without the least bit of trouble. 

“But you should see us blow. That’s the best joke.” The 
jolly old whale chuckled so heartily that his bones rattled. “Huh! 
People think that we blow out water, when we don’t do anything of 
the kind. We merely blow out our moist breath, which has been 
confined in our bodies so long that it is warm and so condenses when 
it reaches the cooler air. And people think it’s water. Ha, Ha! 
That’s a good joke on them! 

“You perhaps wouldn’t think it, but we are very timid creatures. 
And oh, so graceful and active. And our skin is smooth, not a bit 
scaly like the skin of the fish. I should think that people would know 
that we aren’t fish. Of course we live in the water and have a tail that 
somewhat resembles that of the fish, but that is all. A fish, indeed! 
People are so stupid. 

““We even come up to breathe, every eight or ten minutes. Of 
course we can stay under the water thirty minutes if we want to. Then 
we come to the surface and blow for about two minutes. Sometimes 
we stand on our heads and blow. When we do this we make such 
a tremendous noise that we can be heard for three miles around. I'll 
bet we scare the other sea creatures when we do that.” 

““What do you eat?” asked Peter. 

“Oh, we eat fishes and such things; the toothless whales eat mol- 
lusks and other invertebrates. We find plenty to eat. But it takes a 
great deal of food to satisfy us.” 

“T should think it would. Why, here’s Puck again. Wonder 
what he wants?” 

“Peter, do you think you can tear yourself away from Walter 
Balena Mysticetus, or do you wish to stay here all night? Your 
mother has finished reading and I will show you where she is if you 
want me to.” With that Puck took Peter by the hand and the two 
went upstairs to Peter’s mother. 

“Well, here I am, Mother. I thought you might be ready to 
go home.” 

e “Why, yes, Peter, I am ready. How did you know? Come 
on. 
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S Thou Garden 


Chapter V 

It was a chilly evening in October, and Jamie and Uncle Max 
had gone into the garden to cover up the late flowers, that frost might 
not nip them. Jamie stood looking about at the many bare patches 
which earlier had been a mass of blended color, and as Uncle Max 
began spreading newspapers over the flowers, Jamie gave a little sigh 
and said: 

“‘The story flowers are all gone, aren’t they, Uncle Max—the 
ones that showed me what to have in my thought garden >” 

Uncle Max glanced around. 

“That golden-glow over yonder,” he said, “‘that stands so straight 
and tall (if it’s well tied up) and makes such a gorgeous show over the 
heads of the more modest posies—reminds me of people who have a 
great deal of money.” 

“T can’t raise that kind of plant for my mamma,” smiled Jamie 
ruefully. “It took my last dollar to buy Howard’s Sunday school 
shoes. Isn’t it funny, Uncle Max, that Howard never makes faces 
any more and Sport never snaps—only at sticks. Those love pinks 
worked just right that time, didn’t they >” 

“They always work right, in the long run, Laddie. Love, real 
love, cannot fail to do somebody good. It is the most powerful thing 
in all the world. Even golden-glow wealth, as I call it, has to take 
a back seat when love pinks begin to flourish.” 

“Do I know any one who has golden-glow in his thought garden? 
You haven’t, I guess, else you wouldn’t be so glad when a check comes 
for your poetry; and my papa hasn’t, because he would have taken 
me to England if it hadn’t cost so much.” 

Uncle Max smiled at the little boy’s reasoning. 

“You've hit the hard facts pretty squarely, old man,” he said. 
“T certainly haven’t any riches, and your daddy isn’t much wealthier, 
I’m afraid; but you do know some one very well who once had an 
immense bed of golden-glow—and that is none other than your charm- 
ing little schoolmistress, Evelyn Fay.” 
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“Miss Fay!” gasped Jamie. “Why, she wears the plainest 
dresses. Not a bit raggedy, but very plain.” 

“She didn’t wear that kind when I first knew her—only I 
didn’t see her very often. She hadn’t any time to waste on a humble 
poet in those days. ‘Queen hollyhocks with butterflies for crowns’ 


It was a chilly evening in October, and Jamie and Uncle Max had gone into the 
garden to cover up the late flowers. 

ran riot in her thought garden then, Jamie boy. Fun, no end of it, and 

dahlias and gladioles—whew!”’ 

““What are dahlias and glad—those glad things?” 

“Pride and elegance, little man; and this red salvia—that’s dis- 
play. She had a great deal of that, too. Those red things usually 
go with wealth, you know, and she really had a very big bed of 
golden-glow.” 

“Where is it now?”’ asked Jamie wonderingly. 

“Well, her papa went away—” 

“To stay always?” 

Uncle Max nodded. 

“And just then a big wind of ill fortune beat the golden-glow 
all down upon the ground, and other people trampled on the stalks 
and carried off the flowers.” 
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. “Huh! If I’d been there!” fumed Jamie, clenching his small 
sts. 

“Tf you had been there you couldn’t have done a thing, not even 
persuaded her to accept the finest carnation you ever grew.” 

“*That’s a choice kind of love flower, isn’t it?’ interposed wise 
little Jamie. Uncle Max smiled in assent as he went on: 

““She’d have thought you were offering it because you were sorry 
for her, and she’d have hedged herself around with slim spikes of 
gladiole—pride. Then you'd have had to sit still and watch that 
blessed girl.” 

“She’s a big grown-up lady, Uncle Max,” Jamie informed him 
rebukingly. 

“Pardon me. You'd have had to sit and watch that blessed big 
grown-up lady digging away at that bachelor’s-button bed of hers—”’ 

“*Self-reliance, I know,”’ Jamie interjected. 

“Until she had herself teaching a lot of wigglesome little boys, 
and her frail house plant of a mother growing hardy and sensible in the 
dovecot under the elms.” 

“And hasn’t she a bit of money—I mean golden-glow—any 
more?” asked Jamie pityingly. 

“She has truer riches than that, Laddie. A number of dear, 
bright flowers have come up where the golden-glow had been trampled 
out: daisies of kindness, red and white clover of humility and patience, 
buttercups of good cheer, and brave, sunny dandelions of usefulness— 
pansies, too, of peace and content; heartsease is their other name.” 

“T think her heart is easy now that Howard has quit squeaking 
his pencil and doing bothery things like that. She looked smiley and 
pretty this morning when I gave her that bowl of ’sturtiums. I told 
her how high they grew on the side of the house and how Jack Frost 
hasn’t got them yet, and she said they are ambitious, like me, climbing 
high in my school record. That makes a new thought flower for me, 
doesn’t it? And I am going to have all those Miss Fay has, too.” 

“Sure enough, you were going to practice usefulness tonight, 
weren't you> Was it a yeast cake Mrs. Flynn asked you to get at 
the store?” 

Jamie looked down the tree-bordered street where already the 
night shadows were falling heavily, with only here and there an electric 
light marking out a bright circle. 

“Tt’s—it’s getting pretty dark, and | think maybe Mrs. Flynn 
wouldn’t mind going after the yeast cake herself,”’ he stammered, edg- 
ing close to Uncle Max, who had spread the last paper and was 
starting for the house. 

“But what about that ugly old milkweed plant—fear—that 
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we have been trying to uproot ?”’ asked Uncle Max, patting Jamie’s 
shoulder as they walked. “Just this one giving in to the cowardly 
feeling will make it grow bigger than ever and will scatter little feathery 
seeds of habit to cause you more trouble by and by.” 

“Oh, dear,” sighed Jamie, “it’s hard work to raise a thought 
garden.” 


“If he ever had any fun it must have been like poppies, and the pretty petals 
tumbled off in his hand.” 


“Want to give it up, Son, and let the weeds have their way?” 

““N-o, ‘cause I saw a man today who must have done that, and 
he wasn’t having a good time.” 

hollyhocks of fun?” 

“Tf he ever had any fun it must have been like poppies, and the 
pretty petals tumbled off in his hand. Anyhow, he looked very sorry 
about something, and he was so dirty and mussed up, sitting on a log in 
the woods. Leslie and Howard and I gave him most of our lunch; 
it was when we were after chestnuts, you know. He ate it fast, I tell 
you. 

“What made you think he hadn’t taken good care of his thought 
garden?” 

“Oh, I could see weeds just sticking out of him; fireweed, that 
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you told me makes red noses, was as plain as anything. And he acted 
afraid all the time; when Patsy sniffed at him, he jumped.” 

“Poor fellow! His thoughts must surely have been a regular 
bramble patch. When people have done wrong, Laddie, a crop of 
fear weeds is sure to follow, and that is the only thing that ought to 
make fear weeds grow. Boys who mean to be manly and true and 
kind every minute haven’t a thing in the world to be afraid of, day or 
night. Why, what is there to fear, when God is everywhere, inside 
of them and outside, too? He made them out of a little piece of him- 
self, so they can’t possibly get away from his love.” 

“T forgot that God is in me,” mused Jamie. “I know what I'll 
do, Uncle Max, when I’m going down the street for that yeast cake. 
If I feel afraid at the dark places I'll shut my eyes and look inside, 
and then be all right.” 

“That’s the idea, old chap. Turn your eyes toward the light 
every time. That’s what makes sunflowers of happiness—looking al- 
ways toward the sun. We'll try to remember, after this, that the sun 
of God’s presence is right in our own hearts, won’t we, Laddie? Off 
for the store, are you? I’ve just noticed some candytuft growing in 
my thought garden. Suppose you take this quarter along and see 
whether you can spend it.” 


(To be continued) 


heart give praise, 


3 Makes all my days thanks- 
giving days. 


God's goodness makes my 
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2 FRANCES W: FOULKS 
MAKING CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


Here comes Christmas creeping closer and closer—yet how many 
of us have even one gift finished and ready for that day to which we 
are looking forward with so much joy? ‘The hours, if we counted 
them from now to the day of gift giving, would seem almost in- 
numerable, but the hours that we can really use for gift making can be 
easily counted. 

How many dear ones are there for whom we want to have a 
nice package all ready on Christmas morning—a gift made in love, 
wrapped in love, and sealed with love? Whatever we do with loving 
thought is easy to do and takes form quickly. Let us remember this 
as we work at our gifts, and let our hearts sing with joy that there 
is a giver of gifts, our Heavenly Father, who continually gives rich 
gifts to his children—air, sunshime, food, loved ones, homes, and schools 
—oh, so many wonderful gifts! 

This is the “thank you” month, when we all have opportunity to 
give thanks for all the blessings of the whole year. However, we 
should not leave our “thank yous” to the Heavenly Father all for one 
day, any more than we reserve one day a year to thank Father and 
Mother for the many things that they do for us. We should say, 
“Thank you, God,”’ many times a day, just as we say, “Thank you, 
Father,” or “Thank you, Mother,” whenever Father or Mother does 
anything nice for us. You know that sometimes our hearts are so filled 
with love and joy and “thank yous” that we just say to Mother (or 
Father) : ““Mother, I love you. You are the very best mother in the 
whole world. I just thank you and thank you for all the nice things 
that you do for me.” ‘That is the way we need to feel on Thanks- 
giving day toward our Father in heaven for his multitude of gifts to 
us through the year. 
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A day when we are feeling full of love and joy is a splendid 
time to start our gift making. Suppose you first make a list of those for 
whom you want to make gifts, and then see how many of the little 
gifts here described will be suitable for those on your list. 

First we shall learn to make a pretty pincushion in the form 
of a flower, to lie flat on Mother’s or Sister’s or Grandmother’s bureau. 
Cut a pattern of the center by making a round piece of paper 
measuring four inches across. Lay this pattern on a piece of brown 
satin or velvet, and cut out. Then with yellow floss make French 
knots all over the center, about half an inch apart. For the petals we 
shall need two yards of yellow satin ribbon about an inch and a half 
wide. Cut this ribbon in pieces three inches long. There will be 
twenty-four of these pieces, if you are careful to cut each just three 
inches long. Double these pieces lengthwise, wrong side out, and make 
a good seam at one end, then whip this seam over to keep it from 


Diagramt Diagrom 2 


raveling. Turn right side out, pressing the seamed end into a point 
like diagram 1. Now we shall gather the other end a little, so that it 
will measure about one and an eighth inches. When they are all 
finished you have the petals for your flower ready to put on the center. 
Measure the center into quarters and mark it with a white stitch, as 
shown in diagram 2. Let us now sew three of the yellow petals on each 
quarter of the center. Lay the petals on the center with the points 
toward the middle, and the right side of petals on the right side of 
center. Sew these firmly, then sew three petals on each of the other 
quarters of the center. The next row of petals is sewed on with each 
petal covering the place where the two petals of the first row meet. 
When they are all spread out the second row will show just back of 
the first row, as you can see in diagram 32. After both rows are on, 
whip the seam all around so that it will not ravel. Make a little pin- 
cushion by cutting two pieces from the center pattern; seam all around 
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except about two inches; turn right side out, and stuff with soft cotton, 
or, better than cotton, some wool. Needles do not rust so easily in wool. 
After the stuffing is done, sew up the little opening by turning in the 
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Diagram + 


edges and whipping so that the stitches scarcely show. With your 
fingers press the seam where the petals are joined to the center of the 
flower, and tack in places to the cushion. There’s a fine big sunflower, 
all bloomed out! If you want to make a daisy use a yellow center and 
white leaves. A single dahlia may be made in various bright colors. 


Several useful gifts may be made from one sheet of bright colored 
blotting paper. Cut the sheet in pieces 
about three inches wide and four and a 
half inches long. Take six of these pieces 
and tie them together around the center, 
with double-faced satin ribbon. ‘This is 
ribbon that is a different color on each side. 
It will take about fifteen inches for each 
one, to make a pretty little bow. Just 
below the bow paste a tiny 1925 calendar. 
Diagram 4 will show you how this will 

' look when finished. 
Diagram d A nice gift for some of the men 
folk of the family is a tie holder. To 
make this you will need a rod about eight inches long and three fourths 
of an inch thick. Perhaps you can cut this from a tree limb or Brother 
will whittle it for you from a piece of wood. The rod should be notched 
all around, about an inch from each end. Take one yard of ribbon 
(any width you like), double in the middle and tie a knot five or six 
inches from the doubled end. ‘Tie ends of ribbon in the notches at 
each end of the rod. Diagram 5 will show you how this little gift looks 
when all ready to hang on the wall or the bureau. The ties can be 
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spread out on this holder and kept smooth; besides, they are in sight 
and it is easy to select the one wanted. 

With busy little minds and busy little fingers, what heaps of gifts 
are soon made! May all of you keep perfect bodies and do per- 
fect work. You can do this by keeping your minds filled with happy, 
loving thoughts for the whole world. 


Dear Wees: 

Thanksgiving month again! 

Of course we are thankful every month, every day, and every 
hour for our hosts of blessings. But I think that it is beautiful for us to 
have one day in the year in which to say openly before the whole 
world that we are thankful for life, for health, for plenty, and for 
all the other blessings which it would take a long list to name. 

I am going to have a Thanksgiving service with myself on Thanks- 
giving day. ‘This is the way I shall conduct my service: 

I shall take pen and paper, and in the clearest penmanship which 
I can use, | shall write at the top of the paper: “Reasons for Thanks- 
giving.” ‘Then, still in my clearest penmanship, I shall write the names 
of the blessings for which I am thankful. I know right now that there 
are going to be many words on that paper. After I have listed dozens 
and dozens of blessings, I shall write this: “The blessings that God 
is going to give me this year.” 

I shall conclude the service by thanking God with all my heart for 
all these gifts. 


One of the reasons for being thankful, which I shall put on my 
paper, will read like this: ““Readers of Wee Wisdom.” 


With love, 


Editor 
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Kittens, kittens in a line, 
Two more added would be nine. 
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ANNETTE DENNSTEDI 


Thank you, heaven, for the showers, 


Giving drink to thirsty flowers. 


Thank you, kind earth, that you give 
Fruit and grain, that we may live. Ds} 


God, I thank you for your hand 
Blessing all our pleasant land; a 


Thank you for my thankful mind, 
Teaching me to blessings find. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in forty- 
five days before the date of the issue in which they are to appear: For instance, 
letters and reports for January Wee Wisdom must be in by November 15 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 


Dear Secretary—One night I had a cold. When I got into bed I said my 
prayers and after I finished saying them I kept saying, ““God is my health, | 
can’t be sick.’’ In the morning, on awaking, I found that the cold had vanished. 
—Geraldine Shontz. 

Dear Editor—My sisters enjoy your stories very much. I was much in- 
terested in Busy Sunbeams in the June magazine, as | am making paper roses, and 
I was glad to see that there were other roses, such as those in the magazine, that 
I can make. The way to make them is explained so clearly in Busy Sun- 
beams that a small tot can understand it. My sister was taken ill with pneu- 
monia, and when I prayed one of Wee Wisdom’s prayers she recovered. We 
have a club in school and every Friday afternoon we tell stories, jokes, or riddles, 
or play games, and as I take my magazines to school most of the stories are 
selected from them.—Dorothy E. Heaton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have gone to school only 7 months, but mother 
treated me for wisdom and God gave me power to learn and I was promoted 
to the third grade. I have been healed of many things.—Bill McConnell. 

Dear Unity Friends—I read Wee Wisdom. I praise the Lord for helping 
me through the school term. I prayed that I might be an honor student, and | 
was.—Grace Ceschi. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to thank you for Wee Wisdom; it has helped 
me very much. My mother had not been feeling well for two or three days, 
so last night I said The Prayer of Faith for her. This morning she feels much 
better—Marjorie Maude Langham. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Last Sunday we went for an automobile ride. The 
car tipped over. As I saw that it was going over I said: “‘God help us.” 
There were seven in the car but not one of us was hurt.—Ruth Miller. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have a Unity dog and a Unity cat. A diamond 
rattlesnake bit my dog on each side of the face, but God healed the dog per- 
fectly. I had pneumonia and God healed me. We never take medicine 
at all-—Norma McConnel. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like your stories, especially such stories as ““The 
Magic Words.’’ Some time ago I asked your prayers for help. The prayers 
were quickly answered. I thank you.—Everette Norton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom Boosters—I say The Prayer of Faith every morn- 
ing and every night. Holding the thought, God in me is infinite wisdom; I know 
just what to do and I do it, has helped me in all my studies. My mother says 
the following prayer for me each morning, and I know that it helps me 
through the day: The Holy Spirit lives within you; it cares for you, and is 
working in you that which it would have you do, and is manifesting ilself through 
you now. Wees, have your mothers hold this thought for you each morning 
and see how easy your lessons will be. May God bless all the Wees and 
Boosters, also all connected with Unity—Wallace Kern. 


Dear Wees—I think Wee Wisdom is the best book I have read, next to 
the Bible. Since I have been reading Wee Wisdom I am getting along better 
in school.—Geoffrey Holloway. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the puzzle page and The Prayer of Faith. 
You help me very much. My sister and I like to read the Booster Club.—IJda 
Schmidt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received my first number of your magazine yester- 
day and I was very much pleased with it. I wish to become a Booster im- 
mediately.—Ann Beck. 

Dear Secretary—I have had only two issues of Wee Wisdom but I love it 
very much. I think it really has wisdom for young folks——Betty Linn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for eight months 
and I like it very much. I like the different covers too. Sometimes I go with my 
— to Unity Center in Washington city and hear lectures.—Katherine Mc- 
Millan. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I began taking Wee Wisdom when I was fourteen 
and I now am seventeen years old. I like reading the Wees’ letters very much. 
I owe much to Wee Wisdom, for through it I have gained many friends. 
I hope to visit America some day and if I do I shall pay a call to Unity and 
the Wee Wisdom department—Emmie Murgatroyd (England). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Last year my grandmother sent Wee Wisdom to me. 
It helps me very much. I enjoy it, the stories are so good. I am learning 
The Prayer of Faith—Bernice Waters. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very well. I got it for a 
Christmas present. I say The Prayer of Faith and it helps me very much. 
I had my prayer answered. I like to read the letters of other Wees.—Verna Hill. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I should not like to miss a copy of Wee Wisdom. 
You have given me six very nice correspondents.—Helen M. Barkmer. 
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Dear Editor of Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy your magazine very much. Best 
of all I like Miss Shanklin’s poems and the Young Authors department. | 
hope my prayers help other Wees.—Ruth Perry. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We have been taking Wee Wisdom for some time. 
We all enjoy you very much, even my small brother, aged 4. I surely wish 
such a nice paper would come every week.—Mildred Howard. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love Wee Wisdom very much. I think this is the 
first letter you have had from India. I am a young deacon and [| attend the 
local C. M. S. high school.—T. A. Matthews (India). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am deeply interested in the story of Jamie’s Thought 
Garden. I should like to have an uncle as encouraging as Uncle Max, but 
anyway I am going to grow thoughts in my garden like the beautiful flowers. 


—Flossie Mitchell. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Owen Fenner: obedience, perfect health, good thoughts, freedom from bad 
habits; William Bailey: health; Imogene Anderson: school work; Mildred 
Schmitt: school work; Joan Gordon: prosperity, peace, and harmony in home; 
Mary Snyder: health for mother, school work, music, and good habits for self; 
Dauphine Miller: that their little chickens will quit dying; Margaret Mackie: 
health and good disposition; Jocelyn Pilgrim: health; George C. Boyd: school 
work; William Cline, jr.: for better eyes; Eleanor Sears: to move closer to 
school; Kenneth Attridge: to overcome stammering and to receive help with 
school work; Violette Parke: school work; Peggy Calvert: health and school 
work; Flossie Mitchell: school work; Helen Barkmer: school work (arithmetic) ; 
Veta Abrahams: to be a better child; Dorothy Jolkovski: that father and mother 
may have perfect health and prosperity; Margaret Poehlman: school work for 
self and control of temper for brother; Mary Sheahan: help in school work 
for self and brother; Marguerite Foreman: music and school work; Minnie 
R. Williams. 

WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Gracie Steeves of Amenia, N. Y., wishes to meet other Boosters of her 
town to form a Booster Club; William Bailey, jr., 19 Academy, East Orange, 
N. J.; Helen Frost, 123 N. Porter st., West Side, Saginaw, Mich.; Doris Joan 
Emmett (14 years), 47 William st., Kangaroo court, Brisbane Queensland, 
Australia; Georgia Whiters (9 years), 415 Sprague st., Greenville, Mich. ; 
George C. Boyd (13 years), p. o. box 507, Bulawayo S. Rhodesia, S. Africa; 
Helen Daisy Doyle, 400 N. 58th st., West Philadelphia, Pa.; Margaret E. 
Wells, Oak Park, r. f. d. 95, St. Petersburg, Fla.; K. Murugesan, c/o R. 
Kulantheivelu, Tirumangalarn, Medura District, India; Elizabeth Fitzpatrick 
(16 years), 37 Creighton st., Cambridge, Mass.; Metta Larsen (14 years), 
route 5, Nampa, Idaho; Deacon T. A. Matthews, c/o Mr. Phillip Kurian, 
Edavazikal Kottayam, Travancore, South India. 

NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 

Grace Arnison; William Remick; Violet Elma Lair; Althea Judd; Owen 
Fenner; Eva Gould; Edna Gould; Marshall Johnson; Imogene Anderson; 
Margaret Larson; Joan Gordon; Virginia Hurd; Florence Helen Anderson; 
Margaret Mackie; Doris Werner; Helen Frost; Marjorie Ellen Ray; Ida B. 
Reust; Barbara H. Swain; Phyllis Boyd; Mildred Murtha; George C. Boyd; 
K. Murugesan; Marion Chamberlin; Helen Palmer Owen; Lewis C. Owen; 
Margaret Agnes Jolkovski; Kathryn W. Daly; Flossie Mitchell; Helen 
Barkmer; Dorothy Jolkovski; Byron Cox; T. A. Matthews. 


i 
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Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many good stories and 
good letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportuntity to have a letter or a 
story published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first 
has appeared, please understand that we do not use it because we wish to 
let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young Authors pages. 


THE Epiror. 


THE SURPRISE PARTY 


VIOLA BAILEY 
Southampton, N. Y. 


Helen Allen came home from school feeling very downhearted. 
She put her books on the bookstand, hung her hat and her coat on 
the coat rack, and went into the library, where her mother was reading. 

““Mother,” said Helen, “Mary is giving a surprise party, and 
she has not sent me an invitation.” 

“Perhaps she has forgotten and will call for you,” said Mrs. 
Allen. 

““But how can she forget, when I am her cousin>”’ asked Helen. 

Mrs. Allen said no more, and Helen went out of the room. 

That night, before Helen went to bed she sat on her bed and 
began to think about Mary’s party. The party would be tomorrow at 
1 o'clock and she had not received her invitation yet. Then she said 
half aloud: “I shall never like Mary again.” 

Her mother, passing by, heard the remark. 

“Helen,” she said softly, “ask God to forgive you for that 
remark.” 


YOUNG 
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Before Helen went to bed she asked God to forgive her. 

Helen came downstairs the next morning with a happy face, and 
when her mother saw it she knew that her prayer had been answered. 

After breakfast Helen’s mother called her into her bedroom. 
Until after eleven o’clock Helen looked at the many queer things her 
mother had. 

Then Mis. Allen said: “Helen, try on your new dress, and put 
on your patent leather shoes and your pink socks.” Helen did so. 
Her mother brushed her hair and tied it with a pink ribbon. 

“Shall I take them off now?” asked Helen. 

““No, dear, you may keep them on until after dinner,’ answered 
Mrs. Allen. 

Helen went to sit by the window until dinner time. 

She had been sitting there about five minutes thinking about 
Mary’s party when she looked out the window. She could not believe 
her eyes! Mary ahd many other girls and boys were coming up the 
walk! Al were dressed in their best clothes. 

Then she knew why her mother had told her to try on her new 
dress. 

It was a surprise party! 

“How ungrateful I have been,”’ she thought, and before she went 
to meet her guests she uttered a prayer of thanks to the Lord for the 
surprise party. 


THANKING GOD 


ELLEN SMITH (11 years) 
Canford, N. J. 
Oh, how can I thank Thee 
For all thou hast done for me: 
Taught me that life, truth, and love are one; 
Made me thy purer child; 
Made me so meek and mild. 
How can I thank thee 
For all thou hast done for me? 


Child, thou mayest thank me 

For all that I did for thee, 

By keeping the lessons 

I taught thee so well. 

Keep pure and clean every thought, 
Count wrong deeds as naught, 

So thou mayest thank me 


For all that I did for thee. 
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A SUNBEAM 


LAURA Douc.as (10 years) 
Greenville, S. C. 


I try to be a sunbeam gay 

And scatter sunshine on my way. 

I try to do something nice every day, 
While at work or at play, 

To make some little heart glad; 

For I do not like to see any one sad. 


GREAT HEART 


RoBeErRT CALL 
West Townsend, Vt. 


A little girl has been traveling a long way through the snow. 
She has left the city and is walking in the country, where there are not 
many houses. She has just come to a strange house, which is called 
Great Heart. She does not know whether to knock at the door or to 
wait until some one opens the door. Four people live in the house: 
Goodness, Kindness, Happiness, and Love. If she stays, then she 
will be happy. 


MY LAND OF DREAMS 
ETHEL CyYBUL 
Chicago, Ill. 


I wander away to my land of dreams, 
Along a river so crystal clear, 

Into a land of mystic sheen, 
Into a land where there is no fear. 


The river runs through a beautiful park. 
This park is known as fairyland, 

And onward I wander through the park, 
With some new pleasure always at hand. 


In the center there is a fairy ring 

Where the fairies dance and the birdies sing, 
Where the sun sheds its golden ray, 

And every one is joyful and gay. 

But I wake from my dream that seems so true, 
And I try to think of something new. 


WEE WISDOM 


LESSONS FOR» 
YOUNG STUDENTS 


OUR PERFECT BROTHER; HIS THANKFULNESS 


Thankfulness and gratitude for the good that we already have 
and for the good that comes to us make us like our Perfect Brother. 
He expressed his thanks on so many occasions and in so many ways that 
his life among the people of his time was a sweet song of thanksgiving 
to our heavenly Father. He knew our heavenly Father better than 
any one else who has ever been in the world, and his heart always was 
overflowing with gratitude for the love of God, out of which all our 
blessings come. 

Thanksgiving to God makes room in our lives for more of him. 
If we were in a dark room separated by a door from a room filled with 
light, we could open the door and let the light into our room. If we 
should open the door a little way we should receive some light; if 
we should throw wide open the door leading to the light-filled room 
our room would be filled with light. The dark room is a picture of 
our lives when we shut the door between us and God; the light-filled 
room is the life and the love of God; the door is thanksgiving. When 
we open the door, God comes into our lives in a way that makes us sure 
of his presence. 

The difference between our lives and the life of our Perfect 
Brother is in the amount of light received into the room. With us the 
door sometimes is shut by thoughts of ingratitude. We wonder why 
God does not give us more. The reason why we do not receive more is 
that we do not open the door by being thankful. Our Perfect Brother 
kept the door wide open all the time, and he received so much of God 
that he was able to say: “All things whatsoever the Father hath are 
mine. 

By his words and by his acts, our Perfect Brother gave thanks for 
life. Of all the scenes in his earth life, there comes most vividly to 
my mind that time when he stood with the sisters and the friends of 
Lazarus before the tomb where the young man’s body had been placed. 
There are times when I feel that I know how those people felt. E:x- 
pectancy, wonder, and breathless waiting, in the minds of all. What 
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would the great Master do? The story is one of the best known of all 
that are told in Christian lands, but the great lesson for us in that event 
is that thankfulness restores the dead to life. Jesus said to our God 
of life: “Father, I thank thee that thou heardest me. And I knew that 
thou hearest me always.” By giving thanks that God always had 
heard him, so much of God’s life came into his words that at his com- 
mand Lazarus came from the tomb. 

He gave thanks for supply, and by so opening the way for God 
to use him he was able to feed thousands from a quantity of food that 
usually is considered to be sufficient for but a few persons. 

At the last supper with his disciples he said that the wine which 
he gave them was a symbol of his blood. Before he offered the wine 
he gave thanks. Blood is the symbol of life, and by his thanks our 
Perfect Brother opened the way for all of us to come with him into 
the life of God. 

By giving thanks to God for his presence in us, we live as our 
Perfect Brother lived. Thankfulness for our understanding of life 
and God will reveal to us what it is to be a son of God. 

With all my heart I thank God for his presence and his power in 
me. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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LESSONS 


Lesson 6, NOVEMBER 9, 1924. 
THE FEEDING OF THE FIVE THOUSAND.—John 6:1-15. 
GOLDEN TEXT—! am the bread of life——John 6:35. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The story of Jesus’ feeding of the five thousand teaches us a lesson 
like that taught by the story of Jesus’ turning the water into wine. It helps 
to make us understand that we should always try to use the thing that is 
at hand. When Jesus asked Philip what they could do to feed the people, 
Philip’s first thought was about sending to get food. Andrew told Jesus 
about the bread and the fish that the little boy had, but Andrew himself 
did not think that this small amount of food would help much in feeding 
so many people. 

Jesus knew that even the smallest bit of food comes from God and he 
also knew the great power that is in praise. The greatest teaching in the 
lesson is that we should always give thanks to the Father for everything 
that comes into our lives. What we call spiritual substance is all about us. 
We cannot see it, but from it come all the things that we can see. As we 
learn that all our good comes from God we understand better the unseen 
substance all about us. Because Jesus looked to the Father for every- 
thing that he needed, he knew that there is plenty for every one and that 
faith and praise will bring it forth for our use. We should praise our 
food, our clothing, our homes, our friends, our schoolmates, our parents, and 
everything that we use in any way. 

After Jesus had fed that great crowd of people he knew that they 
might try to force him to be their king. He was not seeking power for 
himself, so he left the crowd at once. We should be strong enough to stay 
close to God’s work when we are tempted by worldly power. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What teaching do we get from this lesson that is like the lesson taught 
by the story of Jesus’ turning the water to wine? 

What is the greatest teaching for us in this lesson? 

What is spiritual substance > 

What brings it into use for us? 


LEsson THOUGHT—! will praise all the good that God has given 
to me. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


God’s perfect substance all about 
Is what has made me know 

That if I praise the good I have 
The more my good will grow. 


Lesson 7, NOVEMBER 16, 1924. 
PETER’S CONFESSION.—Matthew 16:13-20. 


_ GoLtpEN TEXxT—Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living God. 
—Matt. 16:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The greatest thing that a child of God can have is spiritual under- 
standing, or an understanding that comes from within instead of through 
the mind, as so much of man’s knowledge comes. While Jesus talked about 
the common things that men knew, he always tried to turn the thoughts 
of those about him to the spiritual meaning of the things about which he 
talked. He knew that if his followers could be filled with the knowledge of 
God they could carry on the same kind of teaching that he was giving. 
His teachings come to us so that we may learn to know the real divine 
meaning of the words that he used. Not only is spiritual understanding 
the only way by which we may know God, but it is the one thing that makes 
possible the highest faith. 

In asking his disciples who men said that he was, Jesus was testing 
them to see whether they were still looking upon him as a man or whether 
his teaching about spiritual things had made them to know and to see the 
real Spirit of God in him. 

When we place ourselves under the guidance of the Christ Spirit in 
us, we should speak and act in ways that will show others who our leader is. 

As our spiritual understanding grows greater, it teaches us that we 
are children of God, and we become more like our leader. The words, 
“T am,” should be used only with other words that are Godlike. No one 
ever should say, “I am weak,” “I am tired,” or anything that is not true 
of the real inner self. 

We do not talk much to others about the divine Spirit in us, because 
it is better to show it in our lives than it is to tell about it. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the greatest thing that a child of God can have? 
Where do we get spiritual understanding ? 

What kind of words should we use when we say, “I am’’> 
Should we talk much to others about the Christ in us? 
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Lesson THOUGHT—The Christ within daily gives me greater spirit- 
ual understanding. 


MEMORY VERSE 
When understanding comes to me 
The Spirit of the Christ I feel, 
That teaches me the things of God, 
Which flesh and blood cannot reveal. 


Lesson 8, NovEMBER 23, 1924. 
THE TRANSFIGURATION.—Luke 9:28-36. 


GOLDEN TEXT—This is my Son, my chosen: hear ye him.— 
Luke 9:35. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

When we raise our thoughts above common things to turn to God in 
prayer, we go up into the mountain (the high place). Jesus did this often 
and we often should lift our minds to God to receive more of his power. 

In this lesson we are told that Jesus took with him Peter, John, and 
James. Let us remember that these disciples stand for faith and love and 
wisdom in us. When we go to God in prayer we should know that faith 
and love and wisdom are with us. Faith and love and wisdom in us may 
be “heavy with sleep” at first, as were the disciples of Jesus, but as we 
come closer to God they become wide awake and active in our lives. 

As our minds and our hearts are lifted up by our coming close to 
God, the light of the Spirit within shines through us. That light in Jesus 
was so great that it dazzled the eyes of those who were with him. It may 
not be seen so clearly in us, but about those who are close to God there is a 
brightness that all who are near may see or feel. 

The appearing of the forms of Moses and Elijah beside Jesus teaches 
us that the soul that is lifted up is close to the law of God (Moses) and to 
trust in God (Elijah). At first Peter wanted to build tabernacles for the 
men who appeared, but God’s wish for us is that we keep in our hearts 
the things for which those men stand, rather than pay homage to the outer 
men. It was Peter’s material thought that caused the cloud to cover them, 
as our material thoughts hide the glory of God in us. At such times the 
voice of God always calls our thoughts back to Christ, his Son. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What do we mean when we speak of going into the mountain to pray ? 

What do we need when we pray? 

What happens when our thoughts are lifted to God in prayer? 

When material thoughts hide the glory of God, to what does his voice 
call us? 
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LEsson THOUGHT—_/ will let the inner light of God shine through me. 
MEMORY VERSE 
I lift my voice to God in prayer, 
As Jesus used to do; 


I open wide my heart and mind, 


And let his light shine through. 


Lesson 9, NOVEMBER 30, 1924. 
THE GOOD SAMARITAN.—Luke 10:25-37. 

GoLpEN TEXT—Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy 
heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy 
mind; and thy neighbor as thyself—Luke 10:27. 

WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

Jesus used the story of the good Samaritan to teach us the real meaning 
of the greatest commandment of all: “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God 
with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and 
with all thy mind; and thy neighbor as thyself.” 

It might seem to some that if we were to love God with all our 
strength and mind and heart, we should have no power left with which to 
love our neighbor. But the love of God is so great, and all persons are 
so much a part of God, that to love God truly is to love all his children, and 
the more we love God the more love we have for those about us. Our 
task is to learn to see God in all people, even though some may try to 
cover up the true self. God is the Father of all, and all persons are brothers 
in Christ. 

The Jews thought that they were to love only those of their own 
race. They did not like the Samaritans; in fact a Jew would not speak to a 
person of Samaria. The lawyer who was talking to Jesus knew the Jewish 
law, but he did not know who his neighbor really was. 

In the parable the priest and the Levite stand for those people who feel 
that they are very good and righteous, yet who are not willing to help 
others. The Samaritan had so much of God’s love in his heart that he was 
glad to help the suffering, even though they were of a race that hated him. 

To get the highest teaching from the lesson, each of us should pick out 
those whom he may not love, whom he may have thought belonged to a 
hated race, and begin to do some good for them. It may not be easy at 
first, but it is the way to live the teachings of Jesus, that we may have eternal 


life. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the greatest commandment? 
Does loving God keep us from loving God’s children? 
Is there any one whom we should not love? 
How may we get the highest teaching from the lesson? 


WEE WISDOM 35 


Lesson THOUGHT—_/ will send the divine love in me out to all God's 
children. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The love of God within my heart 
Goes out to every man; 

To those who suffer I will be 
A good Samaritan. 


Stors — 
Part Ill 


The nights Brow lor, and chilly: 
forming, on the pond 


THE SQUIRREL 


There's a squirrel that plays in our big oak tree, 
When the autumn days are mellow; 

From bough to bough, now down, now up, 
Goes that lively little fellow. 


I am told that when storms of the winter come, 
And the winds are coldly sweeping, 

He will hide away in his hollow tree 
And pass all the hours in sleeping. 


Sweeping. swinds wey 
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For Tho Soittle Artist) 


Pictures Coloring, @dward Chvistmare  / 


The 
The squirrel in the autumn tres 
Comes out on sunn~ dayo:; 


He seampsrs through the Allen leavss 


Color the squirrel a dull yellowish red. Use the same color for the pine 
cones; use dark green for the needles. Tint sky a cold gray. Tint foreground 
light brown, made by adding a little blue to yellowish red. Tint the mountain 
purplish gray. Mix red, blue, and a little yellow to make gray. Leave the top 
of the mountain white. Lake is sapphire blue; reflections are green. 

As the squirrel stores up nuts for the winter, so should we store up thoughts 
of God to develop our characters. There is a story told of a mountain and a 
squirrel that had an argument over their difference in size and usefulness. The 
mountain thought that because it was so large it was more necessary and valuable 
than the squirrel. In God's great plan the small things have their places as well 
as the large, and can teach us just as useful lessons. The squirrel teaches us a 
lesson of activity and the mountain teaches a lesson of grandeur. 
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THE BLESSEDEST THANKSGIVING 


The day before Thanksgiving had not only been filled to sunset 
but had been run over a bit into startime, with preparations for the 
dinner party that was to occur next day. All the aunts, uncles, and 
cousins were coming, of course, and Grandmother. 

“A real storybook grandmother,’ David loved to call her, with 
her soft white tie and her stiff white apron patted down over nobody 
knows how many petticoats. One of the nicest things about her was 
that she was not just an ordinary grandmother. She was a great- 
grandmother. They just called her Grandmother because it was 
easier. 

“Think,” David had said to Bige, “of having a real live great- 
grandmother to Thanksgiving dinner.” 

Bige looked solemnly into David’s face a moment, and then 
barked his joyful approval of great-grandmothers. 

On Thanksgiving, a thick white blanket protected the earth from 
a biting wind. When David came down to breakfast he found Uncle 
John there. 

“Tt is a disappointment to all of us,” Uncle John was saying to 
Daddy, “but it is too cold for Grandmother to take the drive over here. 
Sister Emma has offered to stay with her so that the rest of us can 
come. 

David decided that he did not want any breakfast. He knew 
that he could not swallow past the lump in his throat. He went into 
the kitchen and sat by the stove. Bige sat beside him, leaning against 
his leg and looking sorrowfully up at him. 

“Cheer up, old boy,” said David, putting his hand down to Bige. 
“There is no use in making you sorry just because I feel that way— 
but Grandmother always has such fun at the Thanksgiving dinner. She 
likes to crunch celery, just as I do, and she loves to see the cranberry 
jelly wobble, and pumpkin pie with cheese is her favorite. O Daddy!” 


| 


38 WEE WISDOM 


he said, going into the dining room, “we'll have to take some dinner to 
Grandmother.” 

“‘That’s a good idea, Son; we'll see,” replied Father. Then he 
looked at David’s mother and said abruptly: “Mary, will you step into 
the other room with me? I have something important to say.” 

When they had gone into the kitchen and closed the door, David 
looked at Bige. ‘“‘Now, what in the world?” he said. 

Bige, his ears pricked up, looked first at the closed door, then at 
David, as though he would say: “Most peculiar, I call it.” 

The strangest part was that both Daddy and Mother looked 
actually happy when they came back. 

“Tt is time to get to work,” said Mother. “Daddy, you tell John 
to notify the others, and I will start dinner.” 

David didn’t understand it at all. How could they be so happy 
when Grandmother was not coming? Why, Mother was even hum- 
ming a tune. 

The sight of David’s face was too much for Mother. “Daddy,” 
she laughed, “‘let’s tell him.” 

“Well, Son, since Grandmother can’t come here, what would 
you say to moving this party, dinner and all, over to her house >” 

“Oh, boy!” said David fervently. ‘“Won’t she be surprised? 
Let’s hurry. Can’t I help?” 

The next two hours were busy ones. When everything was 
ready, they took the hot things off the stove, kettles and all, and 
wrapped them in newspapers. Then they put them into a paper lined 
box and covered the box with quilts. 

David and Bige rode in the back of the sled with the dinner. It 
was very pleasant, with the dinner box to keep their toes warm, to 
say nothing of the fragrance. 

They arrived at Grandmother’s house just as the others were 
driving into the yard. Grandmother came to the door, smiling and 
happy. But when the aunts began to set the table and the uncles 
carried in the boxes, her expression was worth seeing. A\s they lifted 
the piping hot dishes out, ready to serve, Grandmother began to laugh. 
“Bless me!”’ she said, “it does beat anything,” and joy tears rolled 
down her cheeks. 

“Tt was really David who gave me the idea,” said Father. “But 
let’s sit down before everything gets cold.” 

Grandmother offered thanks: “Father, we thank thee for this 
blessed Thanksgiving day—”’ 

“Blessedest, Grandmother, blessedest,”” said David, before he 
thought. 

“*Blessedest,”” amended Grandmother. 
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Nobody scolded David for interrupting grace. He mentally 
added that fact to his list of things for which to be thankful. 

He and Grandmother crunched their celery, and enjoyed the 
jelly. After dinner they went in by the fireplace and sang with Aunt 
Flo at the piano, and every one asked for his favorite song. Then 
they popped corn and laughed at Bige, who was too full and sleepy 
to catch the grains which David tossed to him. 

On the way home, cuddled down under the blankets, David 
— Bige, and whispered: ““What is better than a great-grand- 
mother >” 


Bige uttered a grunt which might have meant: “Nothing, unless 
it’s a David.” 


THE FAIRIES’ DANCE 


IpaA M. THomAs 


A fairy came one moonlight night 
And perched, just like a bird, 

Upon the foot of Tommy’s bed. 
He couldn’t say a word, 

So thoroughly surprised was he 
To see a fairy there; 

And then she spoke and said to him: 

“*T wonder if you’d care 

To come and watch the fairies dance 
In the pine grove tonight > 

They’ll all be out with silver wands 
And crowns and dresses white. 


“They said if I could find a boy 

Who had been very good, 

That he might come and watch them from 
The edge of the pine wood.” 

And Tommy thought that would be grand, 
Was just about to jump 

Out of his bed when—bang! he heard 
Upon the stairs a thump! 

And: “Breakfast’s ready!”” Mamma called; 
And so he lost his chance 

To go out to the pine tree grove 


And watch the fairies dance. 
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Name 11 vegetables and fruits displayed in Farmer Veg’s smiling 
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face. 
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BE A SANTA CLAUS 


What fun Christmas will be this year if you can feel that 
you are really having a part in getting ready for it. There are 
several of your little friends to whom you will want to give 
presents. How much more joy you will have in giving if you can 
save your own pennies to pay for the-e gifts. 

Perhaps your friends do not know about Wee Wisdom and 
all the fun there is in it. But you know, and you know how much 
they will appreciate a gift of Wee Wisdom for the coming year. 

Send for a Merry Christmas Bank now and send us the name 
of the little friend to whom you wish to give Wee Wisdom for 
Christmas. We will send you the bank at once and will mail a 
Christmas announcement that will reach your friend just before 
Chri-tmas, telling him of your gift to him. In the meantime, you 
can be saving your pennies for this gift. It takes Santa Claus a 
whole year to prepare for Christmas, so surely thix is none too 
soon to begin if you are to be a Santa Claus this Christmas. 

Read carefully the blank below before filling it in and re- 


turning it to us. 
Unity SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


Please give me special prayers for prosperity 
and success in my work and play, and, according 
to the plan, send a Bank in which I agree to save 
ten cents a week to pay for sending Wee Wisdom 
to my little friend whose name is written below on 
the margin of this page. This is a Christmas gift 
to this little friend, and I wish that you would send 
an announcement of the fact to him just before 
Christmas. I will send the subscription price within 
ten weeks after receipt of the Bank. In this way 


Oy I will save $1, the subscription price of Wee 

Wisdom. 

| 


(On the margin of this page write the name and address of your little 
friend who is to receive Wee Wisdom for a Christmas gift.) 


42 WEE WISDOM 


THANKSGIVING GUESTS 


Cousin Ann and Cousin Max came to 
our house to spend Thanksgiving day. 
Aunt Ellen and Uncle John came too. 


It was a nice day. Buddy and Max 
and Ann and I played out of doors. 


We played catch with Buddy's new 
ball. Ann and I[ did not catch the ball 
sO many times as Buddy and Max, but 
they said that we could play real ball 
with them sometime. 


Once Boon took the ball and ran 
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with it. Buddy and Max said that he 
wanted to play catch. 


We went down to the pond. Buddy 
and Max skipped stones on the water. 


Then we went tothe hickory nut tree 
and picked up the rest of the nuts. Ann 
and Max kept half of the nuts and 
Buddy and I kept half. 


When it was time for all of them to 
go home, they said that Mother, Daddy, 
Buddy, and I must come to their house 
for Christmas. We are going. 
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ving All 


SPRING | 
I am thankful for the sunshine, 
And thankful for the rain. 


I am thankful for the robin 
That has come back again. 


SUMMER 


I am thankful for the roses 
And all the other flowers 


Which garland every hillside 
And all the brooks and bowers. 
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Frances Header, 


AUTUMN 


I am thankful for the apples 
And sheaves of golden grain: 
I am thankful that the harvest 
time 
Has come to us again. 


WINTER 


I am thankful for the cold, crisp 
air 
And snowy carpet, white. 


I for the chickadee 
nd brilliant northern light. 
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Giving 


Day 


I always love Thanksgiving Day, 
As planned by Mother dear— 


A day whose coming at our house 


No animal need 


My mother beams 
As she prepares 


fear. 


upon us all, 
the food, 


And don't the pies and frosted cakes 
And vegetables look good! 


We feast our eyes upon the fruit, 
Arranged in fragrant piles, 
And all the faces at our house 


Are wreathed in happy smiles. 


So we all love Thanksgiving Day; 


We call it “best 


of days;” 


And on that day we lift our hearts 
In thankfulness and praise. 
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BLANCHE 
Wind whistles a tune in No- Wind blends it together so 
smoothly— 
A Thanksgiving medley, I'd Now loud, now a soft sort 
say, of croon. 


Some tunes from the red men 
and pilgrims, 
And some from the folk of 


vember, 

today. 
& 


It all means, “For blessings 
we thank 


Wind's November Thanks- 


giving tune. 
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I am thankful 
That I see 
Truth’s straight path 
Ahead of me. 


NOON 


I am thankful 
That I know, 
Hanvpy days from 
Good words grow. 


Thanks and praise 
Held in my mind. 


Keep my world 
Secure and kind. 
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